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Please, Master 


Frost was tied up on the bed, hands above his head. He desperately wished that his master would come in and 
help him out. He raised his head slightly and saw his erection jutting up.. Satyr knew how to make him so damn 


horny, even when he left Frost alone. 


A minute later, Frost heard the door creak open, and Satyr slowly walked in. "Excited already, aren't we?" Satyr 


murmured upon seeing Frost, who quietly whined in response. 

"Mmm... | know you want my cock, don't you, you little slut?" Satyr groaned. 

"Yes Master," Frost responded, anticipation in his eyes. "Fuck me.. Please fuck me." 

"Keep begging for my cock, you little bitch," Satyr commanded as he started to jerk himself off. 


"Please fuck me.. | need your cock inside me," Frost whined. "| need it so badly.. Please fuck my ass.. Please, 


Master!" 


Satyr pinched Frosts nipple and twisted it suddenly, eliciting a shudder from the drummer. "Mmm.. | suppose | 


should fuck you.. You've been good all day." 
"Please, Master?" Frost asked, glancing up at Satyr. 


Satyr slowly opened Frost's hole and slipped one finger inside. Frost let out a quiet moan as Satyr grabbed a 
fistful of his hair. 


Satyr slipped a second finger in and slowly started to move them in and out. Frost simply let out another quiet 


moan. 


Soon, Satyr pulled his fingers out and pressed his cock up against Frost's hole. "You want this, don't you, little 
bitch?" he hissed quietly. 


"Yes, Master.. Please fuck me.. | need you inside me," Frost moaned. 


Without warning, Satyr slammed his whole length into Frost's ass. Frost gasped in shock, but within a few 


seconds, he was moaning in pleasure. 
"Mmm... Master, please fuck me harder.. Please," Frost whined. 


Satyr continued to thrust in deeper and faster, becoming more and more turned on by Frost's moans and 


whines. 
Frost's moans grew louder and louder, and he reached his legs around Satyr to deepen the thrusts. 
"God, you're tight," Satyr groaned, fucking Frost as fast as he could. 


"Unghh.. Master, I'm going to come!" Frost groaned as he felt himself getting closer and closer to climax. Just 
a few seconds later, he came all over his belly, screaming out a jumbled mess of sound. 


Satyr, feeling Frost's muscles contract around his cock suddenly, let out a moan and came deep inside of Frost. 


A minute or so later, Satyr pulled out. 
"Let's get these off of you," he whispered into Frost's ear as he started to untie the ropes around his wrists. 


Satyr rubbed Frost's wrists gently as the two kissed passionately. Frost wrapped his arms around Satyr's neck, 
and when they broke the kiss, the drummer whispered, "That was amazing." 


"Yes, it was," Satyr murmured. 


